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Summary: When Anna is in her worst week possible, an angel appears. Though it's not an angel. It's the Flash! Not yet popular and not yet "the blur" as he would be known as. She doesn't know him and he doesn't know her. Yet. It could be fate to bring them together into best friends, or it could be a one time coincidence.





	Leftover Blur

**WARNING! This chapter is extreamily depressing so I appologize strongly. I didn't know how else to explain how sad she looked and felt. Sorry. Enjoy!**

Chapter 1

Anna watched her best friend's blonde hair blow as she walked swiftly away. Her heart ached and a hard lump in her throat formed. The setting sun was supposed to be a time of happiness. Riding into the sunset on your white horse. Not watching your supposedly best friend walk away, claiming that you were not there for her enough.

Anna tried to breathe calming breaths but nothing was working. Tears pricked the corners of her eyes. She stood next to a small apartment building in the city called Central City. Nothing ever happened here. Well, if you don't count the particle accelerator that blew up a few months ago, killing some people and hurting others. But besides for that, a completely ordinary city. Only bad thing was, it didn't protect you from friends that seemed to take pleasure in driving a stake through your heart.

It was too much for Anna to handle at this moment. She wobbled on her feet, swinging towards the ground with uneasy steps back into the apartment building. It was a good thing her apartment was on the bottom floor because she doubted she would be able to make it up the stairs. Tears blurred her vision, making her head ache from trying to see, much less walk.

As soon as she stepped foot in her apartment, she plopped down into a chair and hit her head on the table. Nothing seemed to make sense. Her best friend left, she was fired, her sister was burying herself in alcohol. Her life was a mess. Hopefully nothing too much for her. If she worked hard enough, she could fix it. She gasped as she realized she wasn't breathing, the tears proving too much work to stop. So she cried. All alone, she cried. She moved herself to the floor and sat on her bean bag in the corner of her room, a small window in front of her on the other side of the room.

Little gasps for breath were the only thing she did but cry. She didn't know how long she did but it seemed like hours. It showed no signs of stopping. Tears after tears, rolling down her cheeks like a river. Most depressing day ever. Sometime there were those days though, were everything seemed hopeless and life seemed too stupid to even try to complete. In a way it was, no one could be happy all the time. Everyone made their mistakes and had their life changing events. Anna tried to sit up and say that everything was okay but she knew it wasn't.

Somewhere in the background of her sobs, she heard a woosh-like noise. She forced herself to look up. As soon as she saw it, she jumped up. A man was standing outside her window. He kind of looked ridiculous. His eyes widened as he realized she had seen him. Well, it looked like a him. He, or whoever it was, was wearing a red suit that covered up his head and part of his face.

She took the edge of her long gray wool sweater and whipped the tears from her cheeks. It all happened in a second. A smile made it's way onto his face and he waved his hand at her.

Then he was gone.

_Poof._

Gone.

Just like that. He was gone. Only leaving a blur that lasted for a second. Her hearth thumped wildly. She ran to the window and pushed herself against the glass, straining to look down the road. Outside the window, there was a folded piece of paper. Her eyebrow lifted.

She ran like she never had before. _Ever._ Outside she tackled the note and ripped it open. Inside was a handwritten note. The writing was shaky. It reminded her of her hands when her best friend had left. She refused to cry. She read the note.

It's okay. Everything will be alright.

Hold in there. It will get better.

She smiled. It was good to smile. Her heartbreak forgotten for the moment, she held the paper to her chest and looked into the sky, thanking whoever had sent that angle. She reread the paper over and over again, each time letting it put a smile on her face.

She walked slowly back inside and placed in on her desk. She plopped down in her chair and held her hand to her face. Had that really just happened? Was she going crazy? Had someone drugged her? Was this just a dream? Would she wake up, still having her job and her best friend? Or was this real. Impossibly real. Her heart thumped like she had just ran a marathon.

No. This could not be possible! A speeding man at her window, leaving her a note. She couldn't even get a smile from the coffee guy, much less a speeding guy in a leotard!

Yet maybe, just maybe, this was real. Completely real. Yes, it was down right creepy and insane, but what if. What if this had all actually happened?

What if this was actual life...


End file.
